
The contention of the two famous Houfes, 

Youhaue no children diuels,ifyou had. 

The thought of them would then haue ftopt your rage, 

But if you euer hope to haue a fonne, 

Locke in his youth to haue him fo cut off. 

As traitors you haue done this fweet young Prince. 

Edw. A way, and beare her hence. 

Queene . Nay nerc beare me hence, difpatch 
Me heere, hccre fheathe thy fword, 
lie pardon thee my death .Wilt thou not i 
Then Clarence ., do thou do it. 

£7<*.By heauen I would not do thee fomuch eafc. 

Queene. Goo^ Qarence do, fweet Clarence kill me too. 

Cla . Didfl thou not heare me fweare I would not do it ? 
Queen, ],but thou vfeft to forfweare thy felfe, 

Twas (inne before, but now tis charity. 

Where’s the diuels butcher ,hard-fauoured Richard , 

Richard where art thou ? He is not here. 

Murder is his almes-deed, 

Peti tioners for blood, hee’l nere put backe. 

Edw. Away I fay, and take her hence perforce. 

£)u. So come to you and yours, as to this Prince. Exit, 

£<fa\Clarencc,whether is Glofter gone ? 

Cla . Marry my Lord to London, and as I guefie. 

To make a bloody fupper in the Tower. 

Edw. He is fudden if a thing come in his head. 
Well,difcharge the common foldiors with pay 
and thanks,and now lets toward London, 

To fee our gentle Queene how fhe doth fare. 

For by this 1 hope fhe hath a fonne for vs. Exeunt own. 

Enter Glofter to King Henry in the Tower, 

Glo . Good day my Lord. What at your booke fo hard ? 
Hen.l my good Lord. Lord 1 fhould fay rather, 

Tis finne to flatter,good was little better. 

Good Glofter, and good Diuell,were all alike. 

What feene of death hath Rofttu now to atfte i 
(j/e.Sufpition al wares haunts a guilty mindc. 


of Torke md LanatBer. 

fffl),The bird oncclimde,doth feare the fatall bulb. 

Anil t he hapleffe maile to one poore bird, 

[jjiic now the fatall obie& in mine eie, 

0eve my poore young was limde,was caught and kild. 

Glo.' Why, what a foolc was that of Creetei 
jlut taught his fonne the office of a bird, 

H^yet for all that the poore Fowle was drownd. 

U en , 1 Dedaltes , my poore fonne Icarue, 
ru father Minos th at denide our courfe, 
fhy brother Edward , the funne that fearde his wings, 
thou the enuieft gulfc that fwallowed him. 

Oh better can my breaft abide thy daggers point. 

Then can mine eares that tragicke hiftory. 

Glo, Why doft thou thinke I am an executioner ? 

Hen.h perfecutor I am furc thou art, 
ini if murdering innocents be executions. 

Then I know thou art an executioner. 

Cto. Thy fonne I kild for his preemption, 
tff«.Hadft thou bin kild when firft thou didfl prefume, 

| Thou hadft not liude to kill a fonne of mine, 

Anithus Iprophefie of thee. 

That many a widow for herhusbandsdeath, 

Animany an infants water ftanding eie, 

Widowes for their husbands, children for their fathers, 

Shall curfe the time that euer thou wert borne, 

TheOwlc fhriktatthy birth, an euill figtie, 

Thenight Crow cride.aboding lucklefie tune, 

Dogshowld, and hideous tempefts flvooke downe trees, 

TheRauen rookt her on the Chimnies top. 

And chattering Pies in difmall difeord fung. 

Thy mother felt more then a mothers paine. 

And yet brought forth leffe then a mothers hope. 

To wit : an vndigeft created lumpe, 

Not like the fruite of fuch a goodly tree, 

T«th hadft thou in thy head when thou waft borne, 
ofignific thou cam’ftto bitethe world. 

And if the reft be true that I haue heard, 

Q, 3 . Thou-: 





